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FOR  THE  EMERALD. 

Messrs*  Pleasant  Co,  * 

IN  your  third  number  of  The  Emerald  T  perceive  a  lady 
has  advertised  for  a  husband  ;  and,  has  partly  described  the  sort 
of  being  she  would  have  him,  viz.  “  A  pleasant,  good  natured, 
sensible  man — not  one  of  your  every  day  animals.”  By  the  latter, 
I  understand  she  wants  one  as  fickle  as  herself — to  vary  with  her 
own  whim- whams  and  lb  Hies.  To  what  species  of  the  animal  crea¬ 
tion  does  she  belong,  we  would  fain  know?  If  she  be  a  portion  of 
the  part  rational,  (which  portion,  we  doubt,  is  very  small,)  we 
shall  condescend  to  notice  her  petition,  and  as  she  further  explains 
herself,  reject  or  recommend  her.  But,  having  passed  through  so 

many  scenes  of  life,  we  judge  she  has  to  peep  at  the  d - 1  from 

behind  the  curtain  of  Old  Maidism.  Heaven  pity  her!  (if cruel 
man  will  not,)  and  help  her  to  partake  of  the  stream  oi  Let  he  ^  as 
other  old  ihings\do., ,  .!She  has  a  stout  heart,  liaving  gone  through 
SO  many  hopcffl  dl^ppoliitments,  and  yet  exj>6cts  to  cheat  some 
poor  soul  out  ^Pits^exisf^ce — bravo  !  She  wants  a  fortune  equal 
to  her  owjm^  bw^fark  !  ijp;  has  not  told  us  the  length  and  breadth 

f  of  that!*  kh^Hfeiprttine  must  be  on  an  equality,  she  re- 

•  ^  ^  #  Ik  • 
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solves  that  her  partner,  should  she  ever  g^tt  one^  sliall  have  none 
of  l)ers.  For  what  then  will  he  marry  her,  I  ask  ^  She  tells  us 

she  has  had  beauty  ;  or  flattery  tells  her  so — she  has  understand¬ 
ing;;,  too?  I  doubt  she  has  a  plentiful  lack  of  wit,  as  w  ell  as  other 

endearing  qualities. 

Now,  in  despite  of  all  these  things,  if  she  can  prove  herself  ra¬ 
tional,  give  the  amount  of  her  fortune,  her  shape  and  size,  with¬ 
out  anv  horroxccd  embcllishyncnts - 1  say - and  if - and  if — 

(conditionally,  I  mean,)  they  answer  the  hobbyhorsical  ideas  of  an 
old  bachelor,  wc  will  try  to  bring  Miss  FrankhearV^  in  union 
with 

FRANK  BOTTOM. 


Selected  for  the  Emerald. 

THE  DEATH  OF  OSSIAN. 

AN  ATTEMPT  AT  AN  IMITATION  OF  OSSIAN. 

CHEERFUI  i  were  the  steps  of  the  traveller  over  the  heath, 
though  the  wdnd  of  the  storm  whistled  in  his  lofty  plumes,  and  the 
red  lightning  played  on  his  bossy  shield.  He  hummed  the  song  of 
the  deeds  of  the  days  that  w'ere  passed,  as  he  shook  the  cold  rain 
from  his  hair.  Many  were  the  years  that  had  rolled  aw^ay  on  the 
rapid  course  of  time,  since  the  traveller  had  seen  the  walls  of  Sel¬ 
ma,  and  his  heart  bounded  as  he  drew  near  them — but  his  steps 
echo  lonely  and  hollow  in  the  halls  of  Flngal,  and  the  heart  of  the 
traveller  saddens  at  the  sound,  as  the  clouds  of  the  showier  darken 
the  bright  face  of  the  sun  of  the  spring. 

Traveller > — Where  dw^ell  the  mighty  now  ?  Why  am  [  here 
alone  ?  VV^hen  last  I  trod  thy  courts,  oh,  Selma  !  Flngal  the  re¬ 
nowned  (Flngal,  who  was  to  the  foes  of  Ills  people,  like  the  rush¬ 
ing  of  a  hundred  streams  ;  but  when  the  day  of  strife  was  over, 
was  mild  as  the  tear  of  pity,  which  trembles  in  the  eye  of  beauty  ;) 
spread  the  generous  feast,  and  his  race  flourished  around  him  like 
the  youthful  oaks  around  the  monarch  of  the  wood.  Thou  wast 
here  Ossian,  clilel  of  a  thousand  bards,  and  friend  of  my  soul  ; 
and  Oscar,  hero  of  youth,  w  hose  eager  glance  sought  the  dowmcast 
eyes  of  IVIalvina,  soft  beam  of  beauty  ;  and  the  heroes  of  Fingal 
shone  near  her,  like  the  green  sparkling  stars,  round  the  queen  of 
night.  Tlie  bards  raised  the  joy  of  grlei,  or  sent  back  the  soul  to 
the  deeds  of  other  limes.  Sweet  was  their  song,  but  thine,  oh  ! 
O  ssian  !  excelled  itiem  all.  You  sang  the  d  eeds  of  heroes,  the 
strife  of  glory.  The  glow  of  valour  flushed  the^^  cheeks  of  the 
heroes,  their  hands  sought  their  svvo  rds,  Md  half  w  them  from 
their  sides — they  arose  from  their  seats,  sMi  reachi^  towards  their 
bossy  shields.  But  tlien  thy  song  was  of  love  ;  of  a  ^ar  of  bean- 
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iy  which  had  shone,  but  some  storm  had  darkened  its  bright  lace  ; 
tears  tilled  our  eyes,  and  their  ilowing  extinguished  the  flame  of 
glory.  Then  you  sang  the  joys  ot  love,  oi  two  young  hearts, 
burning  with  one  pure  llame.  The  eyes  of  Oscar  and  Malvina 
met,  and  spoke  :  the  lovers  sighed,  soft  as  the  gale  ot  the  evening 
of  summer,  when  sweets  load  its  breath.  Thy  voice  trembled, 
oh,  O  ssian  !  as  you  sang,  lor  your  thoughts  were  of  Everallin. 
The  son  of  Marnl  arose  troubled  from  his  seat,  and  sighing,  deep¬ 
ly  as  the  wind  in  the  cave  ot  the  rock,  he  left  the  hall,  for  his 
memory  returned  to  the  form  ot  tlie  lovelv,  to  the  faded  blossom 
of  Oithona,  Pleasant  were  those  days  ;  they  lloat  on  the  soul 
like  the  blast  ot  the  evening  ol  autumn,  when  it  moans  amon^  the 
withered  leaves,  and  sleep  steals  soltly  o'er  the  eyes  of  the 
thoughtful,  lint  where  are  ye  now  ?  Daughter  of  Morven,  where 
are  the  mighty  ?  hunt  they  the  bounding  roes  ?  or  mix  they  in  the 
field  of  war  ?  Tell  me  maiden,  for  their  arm  falls  not  lightly  on 
the  foes  of  Selma's  heroes. 

Maiden, — sons  of  the  feeble  now  possess  the  lands  of  the 
renowned.  Firigal,  king  ol  spears,  reigns  in  his  airy  hall.  Oscar 
hunts  the  roe  amidst  the  clouds  of  heaven,  an  d  M  aLina  comes  on 
the  gale  that  watts  pleasure  to  the  hearts  ol  love.  Ossian  alone, 
king  of  bards,  stands  like  an  oak  which  a  hundred  storms  have 
battered  in  vain.  VV  hen  the  morning  beamed,  !  led  him  (ibr 
though  his  soul  shines  with  the  light  of  the  song,  his  eyes  are 
dark)  to  where  the  mossy  bank  rises  by  the  soltly  gilding  stream, 
beneath  the  spreading  arms  ol  the  mighty  oak.  There  sits  the 
barck  and  sings  the  songs  of  other  times. 

Traveller. — Hark  !  I  hear  his  harp,  it  brings  to  my  memory  the 
joys  that  are  past.  Yonder  sits  the  chief  of  the  fields  of  old,  and 
leans  upon  his  harp — but  ’tis  not  he  that  touches  its  strings,  it  is 
the  passing  breeze. 

Maiden, —  Perhaps  Malvina  floats  on  that  breeze,  and  gives  soft 
notes  to  the  harp  of  the  bard  ;  for  dear  was  the  \ oice  of  Cona  to 
Malvina,  and  dear  the  sound  of  his  harp. —  But  see,  tiie  hero 
sleeps — ah  !  no  'tis  death — his  soul  has  joined  the  m'gluv  In  their 
airy  halls — tlie  oak  is  blasted  by  the  lightning  ol  the  storm  ! 

Traveller . — And  art  thou  fallen,  mightiest  tree  of  the  desert  ? 
The  traveller  passed,  and  saw  thee  in  thy  beauty — thy  lealy  head 
towered  above  thy  neiglihours,  Idooining  were  thy  branches,  and 
lovely  thy  shoots  which  surrounded  thee,  but  thou  art  fallen,  and 
soon  shall  thy  place  he  hare.  I  was  dear  to  thee,  Ossian,  in  (he 
days  of  my  youth  ;  and  [  said  to  niysell  when  I  was  in  the  land 
oi  strangers,  and  fought  against  the  king  of  tlie  worid,  “  IVly 
“  deeds  shall  not  float  away  on  the  breeze  of  to-dav,  like  the 
deeds  of  the  feeble  and  unknown,  tor  ()  ssian,  chief  ol  bards, 
o  ssian,  friend  of  my  soul,  shall  sing  their  praise;  and  my  name 
shall  be  familiar  to  the  sons  of  other  times.”  But  thou  hast 
lailcvl,  sweet  voice,  and  thy  sound  is  no  more  ;  thou  art  a  beam 

wliich  shone  briglitlv;,  but  the  mists  of  eve  have  extinguished  thy 
o  " 
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brightness.  And  thou,  oh,  Ossian  !  who  gave  the  deeds  of  heroes 
to  tlie  sons  of  the  future,  who  shall  sing  thy  praise  ?  Shall  the 
stones,  with  their  mossy  heads,  which  tell  to  the  hunter,  here 
lies  Ossian,  king  of  spears,"’  be  the  only  voice  to  bear  thy  name 
to  other  times  ?  Oh  !  no.  For  when  the  stranger  shall  hear  thy 
songs  of  Fingal  and  of  his  heroes,  he  shall  ask  ‘‘  who  it  was  sung 
the  deeds  of  ihe  mighty?”  Who,  but  Ossian,  voice  ol  Cona. 
He  shall  hum  thy  songs  as  he  travels  o"er  the  heath,  and  say, 
“  Then  sweet  was  that  voice.”  He  shall  tell  to  the  sons  oi  his 
strength,  w/io  best  sang  the  prowess  ot  warriors,  and  the  s>ong  of 
the  maid  of  love  :  and  the  name  of  Ossian  shall  he  dear  to  the  he¬ 
ro,  as  the  shout  of  battle,  and  loved  by  the  kind  of  heart  as  the 
tear  of  pity  or  the  smile  of  beauty. 


FOR.  Till:  KMEIIALI). 

0  . 

Jlessrs.  Editors^ 

PERHAPS  no  poor  devil  belonging  to  this  sublunary 
sphere  is  more  afflicted  than  myself  with  a  metamorphosing  species 
of  dreams.  I  have  been  converted  at  several  different  times,  into 
every  sort  of  animal — an  cel^  a  crab^  a  cockroach^  a  butterfly^  a 
hau'h\  an  oic/,  a  turkey-buzzard^  a  mad  buU^  an  elephant^  &;c. 
and  last  night,  I  dreamt  myself  to  be  a  dog^  to  whose  tail 

some  unfeeling  monster  had  fastened  a  tin  eannister:  here  my  tor¬ 
ture  was  only  equalled  by  my  shame  and  mortification  ;  boyshoot¬ 
ing,  fools  laughing,  and  1  frightened  to  death  and  flying  like  the 
wind  ;  but  the  most  melancholy  jiart  of  my  disaster  happened  from 
my  running  inadvertently  through  an  old  apple-woman’s  legs,  for 
her  understanding  gave  way,  and  down  she  came  with  all  her 
fruit  into  the  gutter,  venting  a  torrent  of  imprecations  upon  my 
unhappy  head.  Another  time,  I  fancied  myself  one  of  those  little 
bugs  which  youthful  innocence  take  so  much. delight  in  tormenting 
and  think  their  angui^h  melody  ;  a  little  ston v-hearted  urchin  had 
stuck  a  pin  through  my  body,  to  wliich  he  afllxed  a  thread,  and 
kept  me  swinging  in  the  air,  uzzing  and  buzzing  for  an  hour,  un¬ 
til  the  noise  happily  awaked  my  landlady,  who  came,  terrified  out 
ol  her  wits,  to  know  what  was  the  matter. 

Sometimes  I  dream  I  am  a  pair  of  stockings  and  decorating  the 
pillars  which  support  the  frame  of  beauty  ;  this  is  one  of  my  hap¬ 
piest  dreams,  and  in  part  compensates  for  the  misery  of  the  rest  : 

‘‘For,  then  !  not  Paris  on  the  piny  top 
Of  Ida  panted  stronger^  when  aside 
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The  r  'l^al  godihsscs  the  veil  divine 

Cast  unconfin  d^  and  gave  him  all  their  charms^ 

Than  did  niysclt\  as  from  the  snow  if  leg 

And  slender  foot ^  th''  inverted  si/ k  she  drezv^^ . 

Once  I  conceived  mvscU’  a  tree,  whose  branches  bended  be- 

%/  ^ 

neath  a  profusion  ol  delicious  fruit  ;  and  here  again  I  sufVered,  lor 
every  time  any  of  it  was  plucked,  it  seemed  as  thougi)  a  nail  was 
torn  ofl,  or  a  tooth  extracted.  Sometimes  1  am  a  churvh-stee- 
ple^  this  is  the  “  unklndest  cut  of  all,'’  for  my  naturally  timid 
disposition  makes  me  so  averse  to  hazardous  heights,  that  I  am 
scarcely  ever  live  minutes  in  my  elevated  situation,  befoie  my 
bead  becomes  giddy,  and  down  I  come,  almost  stunned  in  my 
bed,  w^ishing,  at  the  same  time,  that  it  was  in  the  red  sea. 

At  another  time  1  turn  tragedian^  and  then  I  bellow  out  for 
Rome  and  for  my  country,  and  mouth  at  Ciesar  till  1  ’wake  my 
landlady  : — here  a  curious  scene  takes  place,  for  up  she  comes  an¬ 
gry  as  the  northern  wind,  t!i undering  at  my  door — “Are  you  a 
man?”  Scarcely  awake,  I  reply — “Aye,  and  a  bold  one,  too; 
who  dare  to  look  on  that  which  might  appal  the  devil” — “  wake 
Duncan  with  thy  knocking — would  thou  could’st.”  “  So,  lady 
Randolph  shuns  me.” — “  Good  night,  sweet  prince,  and  choirs  of 
angels  sing  thee  to  thy  rest.” 

Now,  Messrs.  Editors,  sliould  yourselves  or  any  of  your  cor¬ 
respondents  be  able  to  give  me  a  remedy  against  these  visionary 
hags  of  midnight ^  whose  delight  is  to  torment  me,  you  will  con¬ 
fer  a  particular  obligation  on 

LEONARD  nnCIlLOlE, 

Nicknamed  the  Dreamer. 


FOR  THE  F.MF.RALD. 

Messrs,  Editors^ 

1  AM  a  married  man,  and  a  subscriber  to  your  Emerald, 
which  is  read  with  great  avidity  by  my  wife  ;  permit  me  therefore, 
to  claim  your  attention,  whilst  1  relate  to  you  joys  and  griefs, 
in  the  conjugal  state. 

Since  I  made  my  first  appearance  in  the  delightful  character  of 
a  husband,  thirty'  months  have  passed  away  :  It  is  unnecessary  to 
state,  that  the  first  three  were  spent  in  bliss  “  too  exquisitely  sweet 
to  last  forever” — content  was  pictured  in  our  faces,  and  though, 
but  few  were  much  entertained  by  our  apparent  felicity,  we  might 
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have  been  noted  as  an  example  of  domestic  liappiness.  My  wife 
was  tender  and  aflectionate — notliing  which  she  could  do,  was  left 
undone  to  advance  my  happiness  ;  indeed,  it  appeared  to  be  her 
chiefest  study,  and  whenever  my  countenance  was  tlie  betrayer  of 
an  heart  ill  at  ease,  which  sometime's  occurs  in  the  vicissitudes  of 
life,  her  consoling  voice  has  changed  the  strings,  and  bid  it  beat 
Xiit/i  ccslacy ;  whilst  in  silent  gratitude  my  prayers  were  raised  to 
the  donor  of  so  good  a  consort. 

But  ah  hoic  xa'tn  is  happiness  bcloic.^'^ 

IMy  wife  has  g^reatly  altered  ;  and — would  it  were  not  so — has  al¬ 
tered  for  the  icorse.  Instead  of  those  bewitching  caresses  with 
winch  she  used  to  welcome  my  return  from  labour,  1  am  only  re¬ 
ceived  with  the  cursed  pang  ol  cool  Indifference,  Once — it  was  a 
time  that  should  roll  back  again,  even  though  poverty  glared  in 

my  verv  lace,  my  darling  would  exclaim - Why  should  you 

make  yourself  uneasy,  my  dear  I — we  both  can  work,  and  should 
the  li  owns  of  fortune  pursue  us,  we  can  still  maintain  ourseb  es  '>y 

lionest  Industry - and  you  know,  my  dear,  a  competence  gained 

In  tins  wav,  is  sweet  to  him  who  possesses  it.”  Now,  she  is  per¬ 
petually  teazlng  me  with  the  fear  of  coming  to  want — once  we 
mixed  with  the  social  circle — we  made  and  received  visits  :  now, 
my  wife  seldom  goes  out,  and  more  seldom  when  it  suits  my  in¬ 
clination,  lor  lear  her  visits  wnll  lie  returned,  and  she  be  put  to  the 
expense  ot  a  little  extra  loal  sugar  and  cake  to  entertain  her  corn- 
pan  v.  If  1  hajipen  to  Invite  a  friend  to  the  house  to  take  a  glass 
of  wine,  my’ lady  is  immediately  in  the  dumps — so  that  I  have  but 
moments  of  happiness  either  at  home  or  abroad.  If  there  happens 
to  be  sometimes  a  little  dirt  on  mv  boots,  slie  will  rail  against  me, 
and  vow  that  it  Is  merely  intended  to  worry  her  to  death  in  sw  eep¬ 
ing  the  carpets,  although  she  has  a  maid  for  that  purpose.  She 
watches  every  opportunity  to  contradict  me,  and  sometimes  al¬ 
most  launches  into  downright  abuse.  'J'he  otlier  day  she  vented 
lier  splenetic  temper  on  my  favourite  dog,  merely  because  1  gave 
the  poor  animal  a  erumh  from  llie  table  ;  You  are  eternally  giv¬ 
ing  that  nastv  creature  meat,  that  be  mav  dirtv  my  carpet,”  said 
she,  protesting  at  the  same  time,  if  ever  lie  w  as  sufl'ered  to  come 
into  the  house  airain,  slie  would  heat  his  brains  out. 

This,  IMessrs.  Editors,  was  carrying  the  joke  too  far  ;  and  I 
immedlatelv  determined  to  upply  to  vou  for  assistance.  Pray, 
endeavour  to  persuade  her  from  sucli  disagreeable  conduct,  paint 
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to  her  the  joys  that  xnav  be  derived  Irom  a  more  suitable  line  ol 
conduct  ;  tell  her  how  amiable  is  good  nature  and  pleasantness  ; 
how  uncomely  the  reverse.  Kor  tiulv,  1  love  her,  notvvithsland- 
ing  her  loibles,  and  wish  ever  io  seti  her  as  happy  as  she  appeared 
tlie  three  fiist  months  oi  oui  niaru  ige:  hue  il  she  continues  in  tins 
way,  my  ;ove  will  turn  into  indiiVeience.  Do,  IVIessrs.  EUitors, 
adv  ?e  iTie  liJw  to  proceed,  and  ii  you  will  indulge  me  by  publish- 
in<^  this  in  The  Emerald,  you  will  greatly  oblige  your  aflhcied 
IVreiui,  TiyiOTiiY. 


Indeed,  friend  Timothy^  we  truly  pity  your  melancholy  situa¬ 
tion  ;  but  being  as  yet  unfettered  by  ihe  chains  ol  matriniony,  are 
Illy  calculated  to  give  advice  about  conjugal  aflairs.  We  would 
how'cver  persuade  you  and  your  wife,  to  put  your  heads  logetlicr 
every  night,  and  reflect  how  near  you  are  to  eatdi  otner.  In’t!ate 
yourselves  into  each  others  good  opinion  before  jndilierence  tsilxes 
abode  in  your  family,  and  renders  you  both  unhappy  ;  lor  the  po¬ 
et  says. 

Heaven  lias  no  rage  like  love  to  hatred  turn’d, 

Nor  hell  ^ifury  like  a  woman  scorn’  d.  £d. 


FOR  TIIK  emerald. 


THE  MONITOR . No.  11. 

. Mayi  wa3  made  io  mourn. 

WE  seldom  ,  il  ever,  find  any  one  disposed  to  deny  the  truth 
of  this  assertion  ;  on  the  contrary,  each  with  a  5»igh,  is  ready  to 
attest  the  mournful  record  ;  each  has  a  certain  share  of  griefs  and 
sorrows  allotted  to  him.  Tfiat  some  have  more  or  less  than  others. 
It  is  useless  to  contend  ;  but  why  they  are  not  eijually  distrilmtcd,  Is 
best  known  to  the  sublime  author  and  disposer  of  events,  on  w  hom 
alone  we  are  to  place  dependence,  and  to  whose  will  we  are  bid¬ 
den  to  be  resigned.  We  are  at  best  but  a  set  of  discontented  be¬ 
ings,  sinking  under  a  weight  of  ills,  I'or  the  want  of  fortitude  and 
perseverance : 

All  the  /o/?g  day  zee  wish  for  nighty 
Then  sigh  for  the  returning  UghtN 

We  cannot  expect  a  duration  of  h.appiness  on  earth,  she  is  of 
diviner  origin,  and  the  visits  ol  this  heavenly  guest  to  this  sick 
chamber  ol  mortality,  are 

Like  those  of  angels.,  short,  and  far  between^ 
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She  may  bless  us  lor  a  moment,  but  it  is  onlj  to  Im  nish  us  with 
a  faint  idea  of  what  she  is,  and  stimulate  us  to  seek  her.  liut  what 
a  gloom  her  departure  casts*  around  us. 

‘‘  Have  iVe  lost  a  friend  or  brother^ 

Seen  a  j\ither\s  parting  breath  ; 

Gaz\l  upon  a  lifeless  mother 

'nil  she  seem'^d  to  xcake  Jrom  death?'' 

Then  have  we  descried  the  Instabllit  j  of  happiness  on  eartli ; 
then  did  we  look  around  with  anxiety  for  sublunary  comforters  ; 
true,  we  found  them — but  they  were  like  the  fancy-drawn  dag¬ 
ger : . 

“  /Ec  clasped  the  phantoms  and  zee  found  them  air  ; 

Oh^  had  ice  iceigldd  them  ere  our  jond  embrace^ 

IVhat  darts  of  agony  had  missed  our  hearts  P'' 

What  is  to  be  done  in  the  afflicting  trials  which  one  or  another 

of  US  have  daily  to  submit  to  ?  lict  us  reflect  a  moment - Hope 

beams  already  through  the  mists  which  hang  around  us  ;  she  points 
to  content  and  resignation,  and  proclaims  them  the  road  to  that 
better  world,-’  wdiere  happiness  eternal  reigns,  and  w  here  the 
smiles  of  Heaven  are  given  as  the  rew’ard  of  a  life  well  spent. 


EXTRACT 

From  late  Travels  through  the  Empire  of  ]\Jorocco  ;  uy  doctor 
BUTFA . j)ubHs/ied  in  Liverpool,  in  August  last. 

Dr.  IUIFI  A  estimates  the  imjiortance  ol  Ceuta,  as  a  fortress, 
very  highly  ;  it  is  nozv  in  the  hands  of  our  countrymen.  He  says, 
convoys  could  collect  here  in  safety  ;  and  our  trade  in  this  sea 
be  comparatively  secure  liom  annoyance.” 

In  passing  through  villages  (which  in  this  part  are  very  numer¬ 
ous,  and  formed  ol  a  much  greater  collection  of  tents  than  those 
described  in  a  former  letter)  we  w  ere  received  by  a  great  concourse 
of  men,  women  and  children,  shouting  and  making  a  noise  exac  tly 
resembling  the  whoop  ol  the  North  American  savages.  I  was  in¬ 
formed  that  this  was  their  usual  mode  of  expressing  their  joy  and 
mirth,  on  all  great  and  solemn  occasions.  A  venerable  Moor,  the 
(^hief  of  the  surrounding  villages,  accompanied  by  the  military  and 
civil  oflicers,  and  by  the  principal  inhabitants,  advanced  to  kiss 
the  garment  of  his  excellency  ;  this  ceremony  was  closed  by  a 
train  of  w’omen,  preceded  by  an  elderly  matron,  carrying  a  stand¬ 
ard  of  colours  made  of  various  Hllets  of  silk  ;  and  by  a  young  one 
of  great  beauty,  supporting  on  her  head  a  bowl  of  fresh  milk, 
which  she  presented  first  to  the  governor  (or  as  he  is  otherwise 
called,  the  sheik,)  then  to  me,  and  alterw^ards  to  all  the  oflicers. 
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Thi^  ceremony  is  always  performed  by^the  prettiest  jwung  woman 
of  the  village;  and  it  not  unfrequently  b^pens,  tba\  li  er  beauty 
captivates  the  alTections  of  the  great  men  (sometimes  even  the  em¬ 
peror)  and  she  becomes  the  legitimate  and  lavourite  wile. 

1  was  at  the  palace  precisely  at  tour  o’cloc|it,  and  in  a  few  mi¬ 
nutes  the  emperor  appeared  mounted  on  a  bea^tiiul  white  horse, 
attended  by  an  ofHcer  of  state,  holding  over  him  a  large  damask 
umbrella  most  elegantly  embroidered;  and  followed  by  all  his 
great  otlicers,  body-guards  and  a  numerous  band  of  music.  He 
was  greeted  with  huzzas  in  the  Moorish  style  by  the  populace  and 
received  at  all  the  gates  and  avenues  of  the  town,  with  a  general 
discharge  of  artillery  and  small  arms — tha  people  Jell  upon  their 
knees  in  the  dust  as  he  passed,  4Mie  streets  xcere  covered  uiih 
mats\  and  the  road  as  far  as  the  plain  where  the  troops  were  diawn 
out,  zcas  strezced  zvith  all  kinds  of  fiozi  ers. 

The  aimy  was  fcrme  J  into  a  reguiar  street  of  three  deep  on 
each  side,  and  corps  diUiiiguishcd  by  a  standard  ;  it  extended  to  a 
great  length  through  the  Immense  plain  of  Fez,  and  presented  a 
grand  mllitarv  spectacle.  'I’here  were  not  less  than  eighty  thousand 
cavalry.  This  review  was  finished  in  six  hours,  and  his  Imperial 
majesty  was  so  much  pleased  with  the  steady,  orderly  and  soldier¬ 
like  appearance  of  his  troops,  that  he  commanded  a  horse  to  be 
given  to  each  of  the  officers,  and  an  additional  suit  of  clothes  and 
six  ducats  more  than  is  customary,  to  the  men.  No  other  exercises 
were  performed  ♦on  this  occasion  than  charging,  firing  oiV  their 
pieces,  and  priming  and  loading  at  full  gallop,  by  altering  divi¬ 
sions.  Thus,  an  Incessant  fire  was  kept  up  during  the  day.  Tlie 
cavalry  are  unquestionably,  most  excellent  marksmen  and  capable 
of  annoying,  harrasslng,  and  ;  hecklng  the  progress  of  an  invad¬ 
ing  army.  The  men  are  stout,  strong  and  robust,  accustomed  to  a 
continual  state  of  warfare,  and  from  their  simple  and  moderate 
manner  of  living,  fully  adequate  to  sustain  the  fatigues  and  priva¬ 
tions  of  the  most  arduous  campaign. 

The  present  eiTjperor,  iMuly  was  the  youngest  prince, 

and  lived  retired  in  the  city  of  Fez,  assiduously  occupiied  in  stu- 
dylng  the  alcoran  and  the  laws  of  the  empire,  in  order  to  qualify 
himself  for  the  office  of  high  priest,  which  he  was  intended  to  fill. 
From  this  retreat  he  was  called  by  the  priests,  the  highest  in  re¬ 
pute  as  saints  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Fez,  and  a  small  party  of 
Moorish  militia,  and  by  them  prevailed  upon  to  come  forward  as  a 
candidate  for  the  crown,  in  opposition  to  his  three  brothers,  who 
were  waging  war  against  each  otljer  at  the  head  of  numerous  forces. 
In  the  midst  of  this  anarchy  and  contusion,  tlie  young  prince  was 
proclaimed  Emperor  at  Fez,  by  the  name  of  Muly  Solvman  ;  and 
having  collected  a  strong  force,  aided  by  the  counsels  of  a  number 
of  brave  and  experienced  officers,  advanced  to  Mequinez,  which 
he  reduced  after  two  successive  pitched  battles,  '^rhis  place  was  de¬ 
fended  by  one  of  his  b?others,  who  shonly  after  acknowledged 
him  as  emperor,  joined  him,  and  brouglit  over  to  Iiis  Interests  a 
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^rcat  number  ol’  partisans  anti  IVientls.  lie  served  Solynian  faltl)- 
iully  ever  after,  which  enabled  liiin  to  withstand  the  united  forces 
t)f  Ills  tivo  other  brothers.  At  lenjrth,  owinjjr  to  the  little  harnioin 
that  prevailed  in  tlie  armies  of  his  competitors,  he  eflected  his 
purj)ose..  'rakini:^  advantage  ol  their  increasmjT  animosity,  l)e  ad¬ 
vanced  towards  Morocco,  fighting  and  contjuering  the  whole  w  av. 
He  entered  the  ca[>itol  in  tnumpli,  alter  a  general  and  decisive 
battle  ;  and  he  was  again  pioelaimed  emperor.  i 

ddie  gardens  of  the  seraglio  are  beaut ifully  laid  out  by  Euro¬ 
peans,  and  contain  sevtral  elegant  paviliions  and  summer-houses, 
vviiere  the  ladies  take  tea  and  recreate  themselves  ;  baths,  loun- 
tains,  and  solitary  retreats,  lor  tiiose  inclined  to  meditation  ;  in 
short,  nothing  is  vvanling  to  render  this  a  eomplele  terrestrial  pa- 
l  adliso,  l)Ut  liberty  ;  the  deprivation  of  which  must  embitter  every 
cn jo\  ment. 

AIuIv  Solyman,  the  present  emperor,  is  about  ihiriy-eight 
years  of  age,  in  lieight  about  six  ftvt  txco  inches^  of  a  tolerable 
lair  eomj>lexion,  with  remarkably  fine  teeth,  large  dark  eyes, 
aquiline  nose,  and  black  beard  ;  tin*  tout  cixstjuble  ol  bis  counten¬ 
ance,  noble  and  majestic.  He  governs  Harbary  with  discretion  and 
jnodcration  ;  in  the  distribution  ol  justice,  or  in  rewarding  his 
subjects,  be  is  just  and  impartial  ;  in  his  private  conduct,  no  less 
pious  and  exemplary  tlian  in  his  public  capacity,  firm  and  resolute, 
prompt  and  courageous. 


riiE  now  Ku  OB'  fancy. 


FOR  THE  emi:rald. 

JiCt  other  bards  in  am’roiis  strains  delight, 

And  love-siek  sonnets  to  the  lair  indite  ; 

For  me  no  female  smiles,  no  tender  wile 
Gilds  the  drear  journey  of  a  ehequer^l  life  ; 

An  huml)ler  theme  is  mine  ;  I  love  to  praise 
'I'he  native  gratitude  a  brute  displays. 

.My  laithlul  (log,  subservleiit  to  mywlll,  ^ 

^rhro’  all  mv  various  life,  attends  me  still  ; 

Knows  when  I  eat  ;  I  Icel  that  he  must  live, 

And  when  he’s  hungry,  knows  I’ve  none  to  give  : 
Sliows  my  good  fortune  in  his  brilliant  eye. 

And  when  he  suffers,  knows  the  reason  why. 

Still  bound  with  honest  zeal,  his  patient  mind 
Is  pleas'd  with  favours  and  to  ills  resigned  ; 

No  dark  suspicion,  nor  no  fear  can  rend 
The  gen’rous  tie  that  hinds  him  to  his  friend. 

If  e’er  1  wrong  his  honest  zeal,  may  I 
Live  like  a  miser's  dog,  and  like  a  miser  die. 


THE  EMERALD. 


44 


FOR  THE  EMKRALD. 


\v  e  were  favoured  with  the  following  verses  by  a  lady  of  thi% 
city,  to  whom  they  were  transmitted  and  addressed. —  The  au« 
tboiess  we  would  fainly  hope,  will  not  speedily  hang  her  harp 
upon  the  willow.'^ 

MY  harp,  dear  Mary^  long  unstrung, 

Unskill’d,  untutor’d,  ne'er  had  sung 
By  friendship  uninspir’d  ; 

’Tis  that  divine,  celestial  ray, 

Has  cheer’d  me  through  life’s  dreary  way. 

When  Hope  itself  expir’d. 

’Tis  not  the  follies  of  an  hour, 

The  smiling  face,  or  beauty’s  pow’r, 

By  art  and  passion  drest  ; 

’Tis  not  the  morning’s  Ibnnal  call. 

Nor  yet  the  ev’ning's  splendid  hall 

Could  e’er  expand  my  breast. 

No — ’tis  that  hour  to  feeling  dear. 

When  the  enlighten’d  friend  draws  near, 
l^ntauolit  hv  art  or  guile  ; 
w  hen  ev’ry  movement  oi  the  soul, 

Appears  unfetter'd  bv  control, 

Or  affectation’s  smile. 

The  social  hour  when  minds  aofree. 

When  each  attun’d  to  harmony, 

I)  elighting  and  delighted  ; 

A  conversation  free  from  spleen, 

Where  genius  darts  her  rays  unseen, 

By  sympathy  united : 

With  friends  both  moral  and  refin’d. 

The  heart  to  heaven’s  decrees  resign’d 
With  gratitude  still  swelling  ; 

With  these — thy  cot,  however  small, 

Where  love  awakes  at  friendship’s  call. 

Is  sure  an  envied  dwelling. 

Then  ne’er  at  want  of  wealth  repine, 

Since  ^old  was  ne’er  contentment’s  shrine, 

Nor  happiness  ensur’d  ; 

The  real  joys  that  never  cloy, 

Not  wealth  can  give,  nor  fame  destroy, 

By  virtue’s  aid  procur’d. 

LAI  INI  A, 

fFasAington  City^  November  22,  1810, 
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FOR  Tin;  FMKRAI.D. 

EPITAPH  ON  A  FISHMONGER. 

Beneath  this  stone  there  lies  a  man,  whose  life 
Was  prone  to  froodness,  and  averse  to  strife; 

Of  tender  feelinijjs — manners  most  refinM, 

A  l)ounteous  parent  and  a  husband  kind. 

Vet  he,  believe  it,  reader  !  if  you  can, 

AVith  all  his  virtues  was — a  sel-Jish  man  ! 

Sly  Cupid  made  in  Crispin's  heart  a  liolty 
^^he  Cobler  sent  his  dear  this  sweet  repast  ; 

My  life,  my  awl^  I  love  you  as  my  sole^ 

And  vow  you'il  Hnd  me  steady  to  the  last. 

Some  of  our  fashionables  show  every  part  of  their  person  but 
tlieir  face,  which  is  hidden  by  a  veil.  Do  they  show  so  much  that 
they  are  ashamed  to  show  thei  r  /ace.y? 


To  Readerf!  and  Coj'rcspondcnts. 

< 

WE  have  found  in  our  Letter-Box  this  week  divers  communi¬ 
cations  ;  few  of  them  reach  mediocrity — many  of  them  fall  far  be¬ 
low  it.  Averse  as  we  may  feel  to  offend  our  correspondents,  we 
cannot,  in  honour  to  ourselves,  or  justice  to  the  public,  insert  pro¬ 
miscuously,  the  heap  xchich  surrounds  us - Our  task  is  difficult 

and  arduous,  and  in  some  degree,  painful.  Our  patrons  are  chief¬ 
ly  of  that  class  who  are  able  to  discern  and  judge  for  themselves  ; 
and  to  intrude  upon  them  with  iionsensCy  would  be  like  handing  a 
dish  of  frosts  to  an  FiOglishman  who  ex^act^A'  roast  beef  for  his 
dinner  We  shall  always  prefer  good  selections  to  bad  originals  ; 
but  good  originals  we  shall  take  a  pride  in  serving  up. 

To  Edicin'^^  we  return  thanks  for  his  profi’er  of  ‘‘  more  wel¬ 
come''  assistance,  and  if  he  will  call  at  the  Office,  he  will  be  con¬ 
vinced  of  our  justice  in  not  publishing  his  essay  at  present. 

The  lines  of  a  Silent  Spcctator'^^  border  too  much  on  the 
obscene. - Frank  Bottom’*^  wi  II  fina  his  essay  Inserted  ;  how¬ 

ever,  we  doubty  and  Frank  himself  appears  to  be  a  doubter^  whe- 
the  lady  will  be  pleased  enough  to  thank  him  for  his  frankness. 

The  author  of  an  “  attempt  at  the  obscurCy'^  has  so  far  succeeded 
in  his  attempt,"  as  to  incapacitate  us  from  giving  it  an  insertion. 
We  would  wish  to  understand  what  we  publish  ;  if  he  will  give  us 
the  key  to  it^  and  it  should  he  found  to  he  admissable,  w'e  promise 
to  insert  it. — Several  communications  omitted  this  week  will 
he  attended  to  in  our  next.  Editors. 


Letter-Box  is  affixed  to  the  door  of  The  Emerald 
Office.^  coroner  of  ^larket  and  South-streets^  second  door  from 
the  corner  on  the  ivest  side^  where  communications  and  sub¬ 
scriptions  will  he  tliankfulhj  received. 


